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Hagar of the Pawnshop

BY
FERGUS
HUME

THE EIGHTH CUSTOMER
AND THE PAIR OF BOOTS

/ He was a very little lad,
/&carcely to the top of the counter; but
he had a sharp, keen face,
bevond his years,
taught by poverty. Hagar, looking at
his shock of red hair and the shrewd

reaching |

|

intelligent | {heir
withh the precocity ; thought Hagar, might be innocent, after

blue eyes which peered up at her face, |

fuzgsed that he was Irish; and when
he spoke his brogue proved her guess
to be a correct une. She stared at the
ragged, bare footed urchin with some
amusement, for this was the smallest
customer she had yet had. But Micky
=—s0 he gave his name—was quite as
sharp as customers of more mature
Years—in fact, sharver. -He bargained

astutely with Hagar, and evidently had |
made un small mind not to leave
the sho I he obtained his own
price 1. irticle he was pawning
This was pair of strong laborer’s

boots, hob-nailed and stout in the soles.
The re A headed boy heaved them on to
the counter with a mighty clatter and
demanded 7 shillings therecn.

‘klh'\\' Low often circumstantial evidence

| and how

“I'l give you 5, enid Hagar, after
examination,
“Ah, now. would ye?” piped the brat, |

With ¢hrill impudence, “Is it
the bread out av me mouth ve w'uld be

afther”? Sure, me mother sid sivin bob,
an’ 'tis sivin I want.”
“Where is your mother? Why did

she not come herself?”

“Mother's comforting herself wid the
firink round the carner; and sure I'm
aqual to gittin’ th' dirthy money wmes
gilf! Sivin bob alannah, an’ may the
hivins be bed!"”

“Where

ver bed
said

did you - get hoots
Hagar, asking another
&ind ignoring the persuasive tone of the
lad. *“1 there are letiers marked in
naiis on the two soles.”
Ah! there wmoight
Micky, complacently; ‘G' ¢cn
one foot, a ‘K’ onthe otiher; but ma
fawther's name Patrick Dooley, an'

these

see

b

“there's a

assented

is

he's in Amerikev., worse luck. Mother
got thim boots foive days gone in the
counthry. They vos a prisint, me dar-
lin’; an’ as they wos tco big fur me
an’ me mother, we pop them, dear, fu
| )Nll" '
l'ake sx,” said Hagar. persuasively;
y area’t worth more.”

“Howly saints! listen to thé lies av
her!”. shrieked Micky *Six, Is it?
An’ how can I go to me mother wid a
shillin’ wrong? Suare, it’s breakin’ me
hid she's he afther, wid o quart pot!

what's manay to the I ikes av you

LR
me dear?
“Here—h
lings!"™
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said Hagar, anxious to rid her-
this shrieking imp. “I'll make

in the name of Mrs

ticket

av Park lane
“Sure that will
place. It's on
mn we are luck to it! If
t for thim got in Mar-
it's withoug a copper we'd be.”
take the ticket and money. 1
yvou stole the boots.”
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Bar- |

| pecple believed him to be guilty on the
I evidencs
! the evidence of the pawning,
| that he wa
| not understand why he held his tongue
{ at such a crisis.

i s pond. which was some
stance from the gates. Foot- |
een discovered in the soft
vater, which thowed that
LSSa 88| bocts marked on the
th tl letters and “K.”|
]t traced, through a Mar-
bootmaker, 1o George Kerris. 'rh"i
1 hee rrested. but neither de- |
nied his guilt nor affirmed his hn»l-!
cence St 1$ the renort said, there |
could bs » doubt that i Sir |
Leslie in fit of 1lous rage, and also |
hacauss had been discharged. The
boots could t he found, so undoubi-
edly the man had rifd of them after
wearing them on the night of the mur
der. The report in the paper concluc
by stating that 1d Baronet wa
succeeded by his cousin, now 8ir TLewls
Crane
“Sgrang: that the Yootz should havs
been pawined in Londo thought Ha-
gar. when she finished reading this ar-
ticle. “and =t ger still that they
should have pawned by that Irish
lad! On the dayv he came here he said |
the boots had be given to him five
days previously. It wag two da inca
then, so that in all makes sev days
M'm! Today is the 21st of A st, =0
I sappose Kerris mugt have given th
boots to Micky on the 14th., T.et me
gee the dste of the erime
n examination she found {(kat the
murder had been commitied on the
night of the 12th of August, and that
Kerris had been arrested on the 13th
Here Hagar cam= to a full sten and
refleeted. If Kerris had been in jail on
the 14th-—as from the roport in the pa-
rer he undoubtedly was—he could not

have given the boots to Mickey on that
day. Yet the Irish lad had confessed
» receiving the boots dt Marlow, and
ad given a time which, as reckoned
ont. by Hagar. corresponded with
1480 of the month. But on that day the
man who owned the boots was undeg
Jlock and key.

“There's something wrong here.” said
Hagar to herself, on making this dis-
covery, Perhaps Kerris is innocent in
spite of the evidence of the bhoots,
What am T to do?”

It was diffieult to scy. Certainly the
accused man did not assert his inno-
cence—a fact which was rather aston-
ishing on the face of it. No one would
let himself £e hangad for murder which
they did hot commit. Yet, if Korris

the

were guilty, he must have had an ac-
complice, else how conld the boots have
been given to the Irish tramp when
owner was in prison? The man,

all, in spite of his strange silence. 8till,
not knowing all the circumstances of
the casge—save the garbled and bare re-
port in the newspaper—the girl did not.
and could not, make up her mind in
the matter. At the present moment, her
sole course was to write and state that
the boots had been pawned. 'This Ha-
gar did at once, and the next day re-
ceived a visit from the detective who
had charge of the case,

He was called Julf, a lean, tall, dark,
and solemn creature, who went very
cautiously to work—especially in cases
of murder. He had a conscience, he
said, and would nevar forgive himself
did he hang the wrong eriminal. Julf

nelped to condemn the innocent® how
ikely even the most acute detective was
to be deceived by outward aprearances
intricate and dark were the
paths which led to the discoveries of
mycterious crimes. Hence he was slow
and circumspeet in his dealings.

On arriving at the Lambeth pawn-
shop he examined the boots, asked Ha-
gar a few questions, and then sat down
with her to thrash out the matter, Julf
saw that the girl was shrewd and clever
from the rémarks she had made anent
the pawning of the boots, so he was
quite willing to discuss the affaiy free-
ly with her. In contrast to many self-
sufficiant detectives, Julf always be-
lieved two heads were better than one,
cspecially when the second head was
that of 2 woman. He had a great re-

spect for the instinct of the weaker
sex.

“I'm afraid the man's guilty, right
enough.” he said, in kis solemn way.

“He had guarreled with Sir Leslie over
this girl, and had been dismissed for
insolence. Besides, he was seen coming
out of the park at 10 o’clock—just after
the murder!”

“Had he hig gun with him?”

“No: but that's no matter. Sir Leslie
was shot through the heart with a pis-
Now, Kerris had a pistol, but that
can’t be found either. You didn't have
a pistol pawned here, did you?"

“Nothing was pawned but the boots,”
said Hagar, “and Kerris could not have
given them to Micky; it seems that he
was in prison on the day the lad got

“That is true enough. We must find
this boy, aid learn who gave him the
boots on that day. But if Kerris is in-
nocent, why doesn’t he say so?” |

‘It a mystery,” sighed Hagar.
“You say that Kerris' pistol cannot be
found?”

“No: not in his house; so I daresay
he flung it away after killing Sir Les-
lie.”

“Oh, ho!” said Hagar. shrewdly,
“then the weapon with which the mur-
der was committed can't be found
either.”

“But the pistel is the same;
used it, and then got rid of it.”

“Why don’'t you search for it?”

1s

Kerris

“We have searched everywhere, but
it cannot be found.”
“Have you drained the pond near

which the crime was committed?”

“Why, said Julf, meditatively:
“we haven't done that. It's good
idea!”

Hagar sighed impatiently. *“I wish
I had this case in my own hands!" she
sharply: “I believe I'd find the|
assassin.”

“We have found him
tective gtolidly.
le.”

“I don’t believe it!”

“Then why doesn’'t he deny it?"

“T can’'t say. Is Kerris much in love|
with this Laura Brenton?” asked Ha-
gar, turning her large, bright eyes on
Julf

“1 should
love with

“And

no.”

a

“aid

replied the de-
“Kerris killed Sir Les-

think so! He's in
her.”
she with him?”

“Oh, 1 don't say that.” replied Julf:
“that i8 quite another thing. I fancy
from what T have heard that she gave
ar too much encouragement to that
young baronet. Kerris evidently had
cause for jealousy: so I do not wonder
he killed Sir Leslie.”

“You have yet to prove that he did.”

“Bah!” said Julf, rising to take his
e quarre!>d with the barenet:
was discharged. His own pisto! 18|

madly

leave

he

missing, and the lead man was shot|
with a pistol. Then, there is the evi-
dence of th: boots with his nitials on
the soies. You can't get over thar,

Don’t yvou talk nonsense, my girl, there
stronz case against Kerrig,"”

“I can see that; but there is one point |
in his favor. He did not give those
boots to Micky.”

“Evidently nbot, Jut
point must find the lad.” |

This was easier said than done, for
Micky and his mother had iisappeared |
as completely as though the earth had |
swallowed tohem up. AIll the police and |
detective forces in London tried to find
the boy, but could not. Yet on his evi-
lence turned the whole case And all
this time Gezorge Kerris, in the Marlow
prison, refused to open his mouth. Most

1S A

to prove that|

ve

of the but Hagar, on
insisted

she could

boots;

innocent. Still,

Tt has been stated several times that |
Hagar found her life in the rawnshop |
extremely dull, and seized every oppor-
tunity to gain for herself a little diver-
gion. A chance of amvsement in un-
raveling the mystery of the Pcots of- |
fered itself now, and this she resolved
fo take. -Ailso the conduct of the case

|
i
|
try: and, weary of the narrow streets
of Lambeth, Hagar eagerly desired a
breath of fresh alr, She left the shop |
in charge of an elderly man, who had |
been ner assistant since Bolker's de- |
parture, and took the train to Marlow. |
When she arrived there, Julf. more sol- |
emn than ever, met her at the rﬂih\uy;
station.

“Good day,” said he quietly. *“You |
see. | have agreed to let you assist me |
in finding out the truth of this case,|
though to my mind the truth is alreadyl

plain enough.’
“1 don’'t believe it, Mr. Julf. Take
my word for it, George Kerris is in-

nocent of the erime.”

“Is he?” said Julf in skeptical tones;
“then who is guilty?”

“That is what 1T have come to find
out,” retorted Hagar. “I am obliged to
vou for letting me help you, though, to
be sure, 1 do so only to gratify my own

curiosity. But you won't repéent of
your concession. 1 am to have a free
hand?”

“You can do exactly as you like.”

“Can I? Then I shall first cali and
see the néw baronet.” :

Refusing the offer of Julf to accom-
pany her, oa the plea that she could
execut2 her business better alone, Ha-
gar walked to Welby park, which was

| hand,

| tO

on the other side of Marlow, and asked
to see Rir Lewis Crane, At first, owing
to her gypsy like appearance, she was

irefused admittance, tut on mentioning

that her business hid to do with the
murder of the late baronet, 8ir Lewis
consented .iv see her. When face to
face with him, Hagar, for reasons of
her own, examined him closely.

He was an ugly, elderly little crea-
ture, many years older than his dead
cousin, and had a mean ycllow face,
stamped with an expression of avar-
ice. Hagar had seen just such another
pinched, cunning look on the face »f
Jacob Dix, and she knew without much
trouble that the man before her was a
miser. However, she wasted no t'me
in analyzing hig character—knowing
that i* would reveal itcelf in the forth-
coming conversation—but at oncé men-
tioned her business.

“I am come on the part of Mr. Julf
to see aboul this murder,” che said,
curtly.

Sir Lewis raised his eyes. “I did not
know that the government employed
lady detectives!” was his remark.

“I am not a detective, but the owner
of the shon in which the boots of
George Kerris were pawned.”

‘“The boots which prove his gullt,”
faid Crane, with an air of relief, which
did not escape Hagar.

“I rather think that they prove his
innocence,” was her cold reply.

“Oh! you are talking about them
having been given to that tramp when
Kerris was in prisen. I know all about
that, as the detective told it to me,
But, all the same, Kerris is guilty, else
he would deny his' guilt.”

“Have you ahy id2a why he does not
do 80?”

Crane shrugged his shoulders. “No;
unless it is that he knows himself to
be guilty.”

“T believe him to bz innocent.”

“Pshaw! My cousin admired Laura
Brenton, who was engaged to Kerris,
and was foolishly attentive to her. On
that score the man was insclent; so
Leslie discharged him. In committing
the murder he took a double revenge.”

“Where were you, Sir Lewis, when
your cousin was killed?”

“In the park,” replied the baronet,
frankly. “After dinner my cousin and
I went out for a stroll. In a short time
ne made some excuse to leave me, as 1
believe he wished to meet Laura hy the
Queen’s pool. 1 walked in the opposite
direction, and shortly afterward T came
back to the house. Lesliec had not re-
turned, so T went to look for him and
found his dead body by the pcol.’

“Did you hear the pistol shot?”

“Yes, but I paid no attention to it.
My cousin was in the habit of firing at
a target, and I thought he might be
doing so thay.”

“What! Firing at a target in the
twilight? Cou!d your cousin see in the
dark, like a cat?’ sald Hagar, with
irony.
retorted Crane, snappishly. “I have told
yvou the story. as you represént the de-
tective Julf. I say no more!”

“I don’t want you to say more.
I go and look at the pond?”

“Certainly. One of the servants shall
show it to you.,”

“Can’t you come youreelf?”’ said Ha-

May

| gar, with a keen glance.

Crane drew back and his yellow face
grew pale. “No,” said he, in an almost
inaudible voice. “I have seen enough
of that horrible piace!”

“Very good: I'll go with the servant,”
replied Hagar, and marched toward
the door.

“What do you want to see the pool |

P

for?” he asked, following.

“1 wish to find the lost p'stol.”

When Hagar had taken
ture Sir Lewis, pale and nervous, stood
near the open window. “Confound this
woman!” he thought, clenching his
“She is far too clever, but 1
don’t think she'll be quite clever enough
find that pistol,” he added, in a
satisfied tone.

The Queen’s pool was a circuiar sheet
of water filled with lilies, at the lower
end of the park. On the way thereto
Hagar asked the servant who was guid-
ing her a few questions,

“Was Sir Lewis poor before he got
the estate?” ghe demanded.

“Very poor, miss; hadn't a sixpence,
but what he got from Bir L.:alie.”

“Was he on good terms with his cou-
sin?”

“No, miss; they was quarreling fear-
ful. On the night of ths murder they

| had a row royal.”

‘What about?” asked Hagar, turning
a keen look on the man.

“About money and that gal Laura. Sir
Lew's loved her just as much as Sir
Leslie, but the didn’'t care a straw for
either of them, being taken up with
Kerris."

“How does she take her lover's ars
rest?”

“Why, miss, she cries and cries, and
swears that he is innocent and talks
nonsense”’

“What Kind of nonsense?
may be some sense in it?”

“I darsn't tell you, miss,” said the
servant, casting a hurried look around:
“it 'ud be as much as my place is
worth.”

There

I don't know anything about that!'4

her depar- |

|

“Oh, T understand,” said Hagar. se-|

renely; “this Laura says that Sir Lewis
killed his cousin.”

“Yes, she do,” replied the man, aghast
at her penetration; “but how could you
guess, miss, is more——"'

“Never mind,” said Hagar, cutting
him short as they arrived at the pool.
“Is this (he plice where the murder
was committed?”’

“Yes, miss; we fourd tke body there
in the mud, and just beside it the marks

of thé boots.”
Fagar :eflected. and asked another
question. “Did Sir Lewis ever visit!

Kerris?”

“He @id, miss, just two days afore
the murder—went to see him about
some game."’

“Oh, did ha?" murmured Hagar to
herself. “I think there was something
more than game:in that vigit.”

Of this she said aothing {o ‘he man,
whoe stood on the bank, watching her
searching aobjut the place. The poal
was filled with clear water. and on it
the lilies float »d placidly. Hagar peered
in to see if there was any trace of the
pistol used to kill Sir Leslie; but, al-
though the water was crystal clear, and
she searched carefully, not a sign of a
weapon could she sece. The grass round
the pool was closely shorn, and some
little distance up the slope stretched a
terrace with a flight of shallow stone
steps.
lower enl, were two pillars, bearing
urns of marblé sculptured in classic

On either side of these, at the |

|
|
!
|
‘
|

fashion with nymphs and dancing|
fauns. In these bloomed scarlet gena- |

{ed by this reasoning.

vthe cottage of Kerris.

| which to lay the guilt—unless’

| case against Sir Lewis—

“No sign of a pistol there,” she said,
replacing the pot with a sense of disap-
pointment. “I may be wrong. Let me
examine the other.”

This t'me ghe was rewarded for her
shrewd gueéss. At the bottom of the
right hand arn, quite concealed by the
pot, she found a small pistel. On its
stock there was a silver piate, and on
that plate a name was engraved. At
the sight of this latter the eyes of
Hagar glistened with much satisfac-
tion.

"“T thought so!” she said to herself;
“and now to teil Julf!™

The detective was waiting for her at
the park gates, and looked up expect-
antly as she moved toward him with a
smile on her face. With grim satisfac-
tion she placed the pistol in his hand.

“There is the weapon with which Sir
Leslie was killed!” she said in a tone
of triumph. *“I feund it under the ge-
ranium pot in one of those urns. What
do you think of that?”

“The pistol of Kerris!”
quite amagz>.l.

“No; not the pistol of Kerris, but of
the man who murdered Sir Leslie.”

“Kerris,” repeated Julf with dogged
obstinacy,

“Look at the name on the silver plate,
you idiot:”

“Lewis Crane!” read the detective,
stupefled. Then he looked up with an
expression of blank astonishment on his
solemn face. “What,” he muttered;
“do you think Sir Lewis killed his cou-
sin?”

“I am sure of it!”
firmiy. “I have just learned from a
servant that he was in love with the
girl Laura also, and that he was poor
and dependent upon the dead man for
money, The two had a quarrel on the
night of the murder, as they were walk-
ing in the park. Because of this quar-
rel they parted, each going different
ways. Sir Lewis said that he returned

said Julf,

replied Hagar

| home, that he heard the pistol shot, and

thought that his cousin was shooting at
a target—as if a man would do so in the
twilight!” added the girl, contemptu-
ously. “What he really did—Lewis, 1
mean—was to follow his cousin, and
shoot nim by the Queen’s pool; then he
hid the pistol in the marble urn and
crept back to the house to play his
comedy. I tell you, Mr. Julf. that Ker-
ris is innocent. 1 said so always. Sir
Lewis is the guilty persorn, and he slew

his cousin out of jealousy of Laura
Brenton, and beciise ae wanted the
dead man's money."”

“But the boots—the footmarks in the
mud?” stammer2d Julf, quite confound-
“The marks were
made by the boots of Kerrie”

“I quite believe that,' admitted Ha-
gar; “‘anothér portion of 8ir Lewis’ very
c¢lever scheme to ward off suspicion
from himself. The servant who-ied me
to the Queen’s pool will tell you. as he
told me, that 8Sir Lewlis just a day or
two before the murder, paid a visit to
Now, it is my
opinion that while there he stole the
boots, and wore them on the night on
which he committed the murder, with
the intention of throwing the blame on
Kerris, whom Laura Brenton loved.
Don't you se¢ what his game was, Mr.
Julf? He wanted to gain a title and
money, so as fo mairy Laura; so he
slew his co'ssin to get the firat, and laid
the blame—by circumstantial evidence—
on Georg> Kerris, to get the second.
Now what do you say?”

“It looks black againsi Sir Lewis,
certainly,” admitted Julf; “still, I can-
not think that he would dare——"

“Bah! men dare anything to gratify
their passions!” retoried Hagar
shrewdly; “besides, he thought that he
made all safe for himself by wearing
the boots of Kerris. It was Sir Lewis
who gave the boots to Mickv., Oh, if
that boy could only be found:!'”

“He is found!” said Julf, quickly. “I
got a telegram while you were in the
park. The police picked up in

h'm

Whitechapei, and will send him down |

here tomorrow. If he can swear that

Bir Iewis gave him the boots T shali!
get a warrant out for that man's ar-
rest.”

“1 believe he is guilly,” said Hagar,
Iin a meditative fashion, “and yet I am
not altogether sure.’

“Why not? There is certainly a
strong ca=e against him.

“Yes, yves: but why, if Sir Lewis is
guilty, should Kerriz keep s'lent, and

I must see
Can 1 get into

not declare his innocence?
the man and find out.
the jail?”

“I'll take you there myself tomorrow
morning,” replied Julf. “I should like
to know the reasfon of his silence also.
It can’t be love of Sir Lewis as makes
him hoild his tongue.”

“No; that is what puzzles me.
all, like Kerris,
innocent.”

Julf shook his head. “I can't think
where you will find a third party on

After
the baronet may be

ded, with an aftesthought, “vou blame
the Irish boy who pawned the boots.”

“It may be eéven him!”
geriously. “But we'll know tomorrow,
I fancy. Kaerris, Sir Lewis, Micky—
him! I wonder which of the three killed
that poor young man.”

Hagar thought over this problem for
an hour or so, then, not being able to
solve it, she put it out of her head for
the night. As for Julf. he was so much
impressed by Hagar's cleverness in
finding the pistol and. constructing a
who he now be-
gan to believe was guilty—that the
next morning, before taking her to see
George Kerris in prison, he conducted
her to an outlying farm.

“Laura Brenton lives here,”
“ask her about Sir Lewis and see
we can strengthen (he
him.”

Laura was a fine, tall, handscme girl,
somewhat masculine in her jooks: but
at the present moment she seemed ill
and appeared haggard—which was no

he said,
if
case against

wonder, seeing that one of her lovers|it away from the library on the day she |

was dead and the other in prison. How-
ever, she was quite willing to answer
Hagar's questions, and declared most
emphatically that Kerris was innocent

“He wouldn't kill a fiy!”

weeping. “although he was angry with | urn where you founl it

me for meeting Sir Leslie; but 1 never
saw any harm in doing so.”

“Opinions differ,” said Hagar, cold-
lyv. not approving of this morality. “You
met Sir Leslie on the night of the mur-
der?’ -

“1—1 didn't!” stammered
fiercely. “Who says so?”

“Qir Lewis, He tolad me that his cou-

the girl,

gin Jdeft him in the park—after their
quarrel—to see you by the Queen's
sool.”

This Laura denied fiatly. “I went

into Marlow on that evening to buy
some ribbon.” she éxplained., “but 1

niums, now in full flower and as Hagar | never went near Welby park. Sir Lewis
idly gazing around, caught sight of the | is a liar and a murderer!’

vivid blossome an idea eéntered her head.

“A murderer? Why aiaould he mur-

Dismissing the man, for whom shé had | der his cousin?’ asked Hagar, sharply.
“Bacause he loved e, and I would
have nothing to say to him.”
“You loved Sir Leslie?”

no further useé, shé moved swiftly {o-
ward the terrace and lifted ocne of the
pots out of ts marble urn.

he ad- |

said Hagar, |

| with a bound and strode toward Julg, |

“I did not!"” blazed out the girl,
wrathfully. “I loved neither of them,
but only George Kerris. He is innocent
and Bir Lewis is guilty. I believe he
killed his cousin with the pistol Sir Les-
lie gave him.”

“What 'o you know about that pis-
tol.”
“Why. explained Laura quietly, “I

went tc Welby park with father to pay
the rant and in the library, on the ta-
ble, there was a pistol with a silver
plate on it. Sir Lewis—he was not the
baronet then—told me that Sir Leslie
had given it to him, and showed me
his own name on the plate. As Sir Les-
lie was shot with a pistol, T helieve Sir
Lewis did it.”

“But had not George Kerris a pistol
also?”

“Yes; an old thing that wouldn't fire
straight. I iried it myself at a target
which George s~t up on the farm.”

“The pistol isn't in George's house.”

“I don't know where it is, then,” said
the gicl, indifferently; “but 1 am sure
of one thing, that George is innocent.
Ch, try and get him out of jail!”

“And Sir Lewis hanged?” said Hagar
dryly.

“Yes!” cried Laura flercely; “he’s a
murdering beast; I should like to see
him dead!”

Rather wondering at the fierceness of
the girl, Hagar left her and went on to
the jail in which Kerris was incarcer-
ated. The game-keeper
blond man, with a fresh, handsome face.
Usually his expression was frank and
kindly, but now, owing to recent events,
he looked sullen. In spite of all Hagar s
questioning, he persisted in declining an
explanation.

“T'll say
other,” he declared;

how, he deserved to be killed.”

“Who are you screening?” asked Ha-
gar. changing her tacties.

“Ne¢ one,” replied Kerris, a color ris-
ing on his face.

“Yes you are, else you would not je-
opardize your neck. But you shall be
saved in spite of yourself. I know who
killed Sir Leslie.”

“You do?"” asked the man, looking up
anxiously.

“Yes, his cousin, Sir Lewis. We have
found his pistol concealed where the
murder took place; he stole vour boots
to wear them and throw the blame on
you. You came out of Welby park at
10 o'clock, after the murder was com-
mitted. Did you not see Sir Lewis?”

“No, 1 didn't,” replied Kerris, hast-
ily. “I saw no one. T heard a shot
and thought poachers might be about,

{ but as Sir Leslie had discharged me I

didn’'t think it was my business to see
after them.”

“Sir Lewis paid vou a visit shortly
before the murder?”

“Yes, he did; to see me about some
game."”

“Did you miss
left?”

the bdots after he

“l never missed them till the night
of the murder, when I wanted to put
‘em on,” sald Kerris. “I hadn't worn

them for some days, as they were new
boots and rather hurt imy feet.”

“Then no doubt fir Lewis stole them
for his own purposes’ paid Hagar tri-
umphantly. “He is guilty, and you—"

“I am innocent!” eried Kerris, proud-
ly. “I don’t mind saying it now. 1
never killed Sir Leslie; I never laid a
finger on him.”

“And you did not say so before be-
cause you are screening some one. Who
is it?”

Kérris made no reply but looked un-
easy,

Before Hagar could repeai her ques-

tion, the answer thereto came from a:

most unexpected quarter. The door of
the cell was opened and Juif entered,
with an expressgion of profound aston-
ishment on his face.

“Here's a go!” he ecried to Hagar.
“Micky has arrived, and has told me
from whom he received the boots!”

“Sir Lewie?"

“No! T have seen 8ir Iewis and he
denies his guiit; also, he tells me a

| story which corroborates Micky's evi-|

dence, and explaing why

{ holds his tongue.”’

Kerris roge from his seat on the bed

| looking worried and fierce.

|

|
|

‘
|
|
|
|
[
‘

|

“Not a word; not a word!” he said,
between hie clenched teeth. *'Spare |
her.”

“Her!" cried Hagar, a light breaking
in on her. “Laura Brenton?”

“Yes, Laura Brenton,” replied Julf,
shaking off the gamekeeper. “Micky

has séen her; it was she who gave him
the boots.”

“I told her to! I told her to!l”
terrupted Kerris in despalr,

“Nonisense! You wish to sereen her,
as you have tried to do all along. But
you are wrong. Laura Brenton is not
worth your sacrificing your life, my
man. She the guilty person who
killed Sir Leslie. And whyv?
he had cast her off and
marry another woman.”

Kerris gave a great cry.

in-

is

was about to

—false! She loved me!”

“She loved herself,” retorted Julf, |
sharply. *“Sir Leslie promised to marry
her, and because she could not force

him to keep that promise she killed him.
It was to throw the blame on vou that

she stole the boots and wore them on
the night sne met Sir Leslie by the
Queen’'s pool. It was to get Sir Lew's

into trouble that she stole
kill his cousin.”

“And did she hide it in the urn?
asked Hagar, astonished by these reve-
lations,

“No; Sir Lewis did so. He knew that
Laura committed the crime.”

“How s07?"

“He heard the shot
who had firad it.
he found his cousin’s dead body and

his pistol to

and went to see

picked up his own pistol on the bank. |

As Laurz, to his knowledge, had taken

came with her father to pay rent. ne
knew that she had killed Sir Leslie

was a huge |

neither one thing nor an-|
“if T did kilk Sir|
Leslie, or I didn’t, is my bu<iness. Any- |

Kerris here

Because |

“It is false |

avs |

By the Queen’s pool |

Kerris. Also, she had taken away the|
pistol of K=rris from his cottage to in-
culpate him. But for Hagar and the!
episode of the pawned boots, which
Laura had given to Micky to get rid
of, she might have suceeeded in her vile
plans, and have ecscaped free. to ruin
other men. ®As it was, she confessed |
her erime, and was condemned to penal
servitude for life. Fhe deserved the
scaffold, but she escaped that through
the leniency of the jury, on the score
of her youth and beauty.

Rel2ased from the prison into which
he had cast himself so madly 1o save
an ungrateful woman, George
came up to Lambeth and re
those fatal boots which had been

Kerris
leemed

pawl

and T shall take these boots which
ruined her with me.”
“Why did you do a'i this for Laura—

that worthless woman?"

“Worthless she is, T know,” rejoined
Kerrie; “but—1 loved her'” and with
a nod he denarted, carryving the boots
and himself into exile,
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